



The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Were they that murdred ourEmperours brother. 

And they it were that rauiflied our filler, 

For their fell faultsour brothers werebcheaded, 

Our Fathers teares difpifde, and bafcly coul'end, 

Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrcll out. 

And lent her enemies vnto the graue. 

Lallly my felfc vnkindely banilhed, 

Thegates fliut on meandturnd weeping cut. 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies. 

Who drovvnd their enme tic in my true teares. 

And opt theirarmcstoimbraceme asafriend, 

I am'the turned forth be it knowne to you. 

That haue preferude her welfare in my blood, 

Andfrom her bolom e tooke the enemies point. 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body, 

Alas you know lam no vauntcr I, 

Myfcars can vvitnes dumbalthoughtbey are, 

Tliat my report is mil and full of truth, 

But loft, me thinkes 1 doe digreffetoo much, 

Cytihg my worthies praife, Oh pardon me 
For when no friends are by,men praife themfelucs, 
Marcus. Now is my turne to fpeake, behold the child, 
Of this \sa%T amora cleliuered, 

Thciflueofan irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe architect and plotteroftlielc woes, 

•rhe yillaine is aline in T it us houfe. 

And as l ie is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfehad Tttus to reuenge, 
T.hefew'rongs vnfpeakeablepaft patience. 

Or more than any lining man could beare. 

Now haue you heard the truth , what fay you RomainesS 
Haue we done ought amiire,fhewvs wherein, 

Andfrom theplace whereyou behold vs pleading, 

The poore remainder of a Andronic'te, 

Will hand in hand, all headlong hurle our fclues, 

And on the ragged Rones beatforth ourfoules, 
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of Titus A ndronicus. 

And make a mutual! clofure ofourhoufe. 

5 peake Romans ipcake, and if you fay wee Shall, 
lo hand in hand Lucius and I will fall , 

EmtlhHs. Come conic thou reucrent man of Rome, 
And bring our Empcrour gently m'jfhy hand, 

Lucius our Empcrour for well I kr.o \v, 

The common voice doe try it fiiall befo, 

Marcus. Lucius ^11 haile Romes royall Eir, er^u^ 
Goegoeinto old™#/ forrowfull houfe. 

And hither hale thatmisbelieuing Moore, 

Jo beadiudgefomedyrefullflaughtring death. 

As punifliment for his mofl wicked life, 

Lucius all haile Romes gratious gouernour. 

Lucius, Thaukesgemlc Romanes may I goUernefo, 

T o healc Romes hairnes, and wipe away her woe, 

But gen tie p cop! e gi u e me ay m e a whil c. 

For nature put s me to a heauie taike. 

Stand all a loofc but vncklc drawyou neare. 

To filed obfequious teares vpon this trunkc, — 

Oh take this warme kifle on thy pale cold lips, 

Tlicfe forrowfull drops vpon thy blood flame face, 
Thelafl true duties of thy noble fonne. 

Marcus. I care for tcare,andlouing kifie for kifTe, 

Thy broth er Marcus ten d its o n thy lips. 

Oh wcrethefiimmc of thefe that I fhould pay, 
Countlcfle and infinite, yet would 1 pay them, 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and Icarnco fvs 
Tomeltin fhowers, thy Grandfirelou’d thee well. 

Many a timehec daunfl thee on his knee, 

Song thee a fleepe his louing brefl thy pillow. 

Many a fiorie hath lie toldto thee. 

And bid thee bare his prettic tal es in minde. 

And taike of them when he was dead andgone. (lips, 
Marcus, How manie ihoufand times hath thefe poore 
VVhen they were liuingwarmdthemfelues cn thine. 

Oh now fwectc boy due them their latefi kifle, 
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